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warning them that if they did not find decent hotel accommoda-
tions for Miss Anderson in the center of the town, convenient to
the concert hall, we would not only not send Miss Anderson to
those cities, we would deprive them of other of our very desirable
attractions. Hotel accommodations were found.

In New York City itself there was for years a shocking situation
which we were helpless to correct When she came to New
York from the little house in Philadelphia to sing at Car-
negie Hall, there was nowhere for Marian to stay in the center
of town.

We tried every hotel, to no avail. In the end the Hotel Algon-
quin, stamping ground of Alexander Woollcott, Franklin P.
Adams, and the witty, knowing, literary and theatre folk of their
set, welcomed her.

A long-time resident, an admirer of Marian's though not a
personal friend, invited Miss Anderson to occupy her suite as her
guest. Since then, Marian has enjoyed the hospitality of that
gracious hostelry and the thoughtfulness of manager Frank Case
and Mrs. Case, whenever she must be in New York.

Marianna, her Connecticut retreat, was not found without heart-
ache. I cannot tell how many farms were flatly refused her, how
many times the price unaccountably soared as soon as it was
known that the prospective purchaser was Marian Anderson. I
suppose the sudden leap in price was sometimes caused by a de-
sire to get what the traffic would bear; Marian, after all, is known
to be one of the five top-income artists in the musical field. But
all too often the attitude was that if a Negro woman wanted to
buy the place she would have to pay heavily for it.

When I am optimistically assured that democracy is making
giant strides in America, that soon there will be no race prejudice,
I remember the meannesses, the affronts, that this great woman
has suffered, and still on occasion suffers, and I am not altogether
convinced.
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